in his employ, as a man of all work. Sending
him to the post-office one day for the mail, he
told him to ask if there were any letters for
Commodore Shubrick. Pat came to the window
and with great confidence called out, ' Is there
any letter for Commodore Brickbat? ' ' Who?'
said the astonished postmaster. The name was
repeated. A villager coming in at that time,
- the postmaster asked him if he knew who
was visiting Mr. Cooper. ' Commodore Shu-
brick,' was the reply. ' All, that's the name!'
said Pat; ' and sure, did n't I come near it,
though!'"

Possibly the sailing of Sir John Franklin in
1845 for the frozen country of the North Star
led Fenimore Cooper to write " The Sea Lions,"
in the winter of 1849. When the Highlands
were white, and its tree-life hoary with frost,
the author could pen best his picture of a voy-
age to the ice-bergs, rifts, and snow-drifts, for
which his two schooners, both called The Sea
Lion, were launched.

In the early years of his married life Cooper
made many visits to the island home of a rela-
tive, by marriage, who, off the eastern shore of
Long Island, led a half-sea life that was full
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e dodge in him than there was in
